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years of age. But one was as fair as the other
was dark. The dark Major possessed a thin, long,
gloomy face. He was of the disposition known as
reserved, and one glance sufficed to show that a casual
word from him would be something in the nature of
a miracle.

The fair-haired Major, blue-eyed and fresh com-
plexioned, threatened, on the other hand, to release a
torrent of words at any moment. Actually, not a
word passed his lips. But the effort by which he
enforced this silence was as patent as the presence of
the nervous impulses prompting him to ejaculation.
His movements were restless and jerky, and his eyes,
never devoid of a haunted expression, shot quick,
furtive glances everywhere.

The quartette of Majors was completed by a fat,
round-faced, jolly-looking man from an Anti-Tank
gun regiment, and a very tired R.A.M.C. doctor who
rounded off every remark he made with the same
high-pitched giggle.

" Nice room, this," remarked the Anti-Tank Major
to the P.R.I, as he surveyed the lofty white ceiling,
and the duck-egg blue painted walls of their new
quarters.

" Yes. One of the most cheerful in the barracks,"
replied the P.R.I. "It's the Card Room. The
regiment have always been terrible bridge addicts.
Got quite a name for it. ..." Then, feeling a trifle
self-conscious after this observation in the present
circumstances, he made a quick exit.

" Card Room . . . Bridge . . . That takes you back
a few centuries, doesn't it ? " exclaimed the Anti-Tank
Major, with a laugh, to his companions. He ruminated
a moment or two, and added : " Well, I'll bet all the
kit I left behind at Dunkirk that this room has never
in its life seen riskier bids than I've been seeing in
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